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CHAPTER 1.

“A letter for Polly!’> Why
goodpess alive, who ean be writ

ing to her? She never had one be-

fore in her life, 1'll warrant.”

[ Mrs. Bims laid down the bread

knife and stretehed ont her bhand

Her hushand laid the letter on the

table with the address nppermost

““There it is plaiu as the nose
on yer face,”” he said, resting his

open palms on his hips and look-

ing down at the square white en-

velope.

His wife's curiosity aroused in
him a deeper interest in the affair
than he had felt as he jagred along
from the postoflice with the week-
ly paper and this letter in his

pocket.

“Smithers 2@ me it Polly’s
name wan’t M ary Aon and I told

lim yes.
and [ reckin’ it’s hern; So I took
it apd there “tis.

“That s Polly.

in” to her? She haint no beaux,

and she haint no kin—that 1s, she
don t know mnore. though 1 allus
said I believed her ma wus well
seen  better
Mrs. Sims said turning the

connected and had
days,”
letter over.

“'Fo’ she met up with ole Brown

then,” Mr. Sims laughed.

““Yes, of course. It wan't while
But they are
dead now, poor things. She was
a ludy, if he was a sot. Well, well,
a letter for Polly! I wish she'd
come, it’s ermost dinner time and
all the men will be here.” With
her eves wandering often to the
letter she moved about the kitch-
en excitedly.

Along the road came Polly
gwinging an empty bucket in her
hand

sShe walked slowly as ifthewalk
Lad no attractions for her, the end
of it promised nothing better.

she lived with him.

Sez he: here’s a letter
fur Miss Mary Ann Brown, then

Batwho's writ-

of tears, my child. How came you
to think that we were meant to be
glad aud happy in this world?’

“I don’t know. I have learned
to think of God as a tender, lov-
ing father, and naturally he wculd
want us to be happy. I don't
think sufiering makes people bet-
ter, and I won't believe that He
hus anything to do with ioflicting
it upon us. Yes, I know,’ as he
riised his haod warningly, “I
koow what yon would say, but
I'd rather limit His power than
His mercy, so there!’

r

They walked along in silence.
When they reached the gate the
preacher opened it and Polly fol-
lowed in.

It was not an attractive home,
but it was the best Polly h ad been
able to secure after her mother's
death. And Mr. Sims and his
wife had put up with her drunken
father for the sake of the help
Polly had been able to render
Now that the poor, nnworthy
father bad gone into another world
Polly remained and kept on with
the homely, uncongenial work.

She rebelled against the circum-
stances that had combined to keep
here there. It was not that she
asked great things of life, only a
chance to be glad and happy in her
OWn Way.

Mra, Sims stood waiting in the
doorway.

She came down the steps to
the preacher. She was not a very
religious woman, but she regard-
ed the preacher with a feeling of
awe, For a few minutes she for-
zot the letter.

The preacher greeted her sol-
emnly and gravely accepted the
chair she offered.

““] am footsore and weary, sis-
ter Sims, and am thankful for the
shelter of your home

1 am sure you are welcome sir
—very welcome.”

Polly passed on by the door and
set the bucket on the w:ll curb.

where you got it. This is a vale

wisht Polly'd come and tell us the
naws. '

She langhed nervously. She
was beginning to feel ashamed of
making so much of the letter. The
preacher seewed to think so little
of it.

He sat looking ont into the yard
absently drumwmiog on the table
w.th his stiff, freckled fingers.

Mrs. Sims turned her attention
to the dinner that was cooking on
the stove. As she became more
interested in this, she hegan to
feel hurried, and to need Polly.

“It takes a long time for her to
get it read. Excose me, Mr. Slo-
cum, and I'1l hunt up Polly. You
must be hungry, and the men will
soon be in. Why!’

She stopped and held up both
hands.

Polly had rushed across the
kitchen and was standing before
the preacher, her eyes shining
and her face aglow. She held tie
letter in one hand and a parrow
slip of paper in the other.

“Look at it,”" she was saying
hreathlessly. **Tell me that I am
awake. What does it all mean?’

Mr Slocum slowly took the
strip of paper in his hand.

“This,” he said gravely, and
with only a slight tremor in his
hand to show that he was agitated
‘‘is a check for ¥100. Itis in your
favor, and—'

“‘Read the letter.
[am not dreaming.’

He took the lstter and Polly
sank down on a stool at his feet.
Mrs. Sims, again forgetful of the
dinner, leaned against the table
and listened eagerly.

The preacher read, slowly, de-
liberately, showing no surprise.
My DEAR NIECE:—

After mature delib-
eration I have decided to open my
home to you. Blood is thicker
than water, after all. Ifyvon can
put up with an old woman's ways,
come to me at once. For your
mother’s snke yon will be weleome.

Tell me that

Her sun bonnet was tied closely | spe unwound the rope from the Only this. We will never mention

uuder her ¢liia aad her face low-
ered. She had been to carry water
tothe harvesters,

windlass and began to draw up
the cool water.
The minpister turned his tired

the pame «f the cruel man who
has rnined your life. Leave your

past behind you. Do not forget

{he traveling minister bad ov- 700 toward her. The water splash- | this. T positively forbid any ref-

srtaken her and was walking by
Lier side.

He was atull, lank man witha
brown, finely wrinhled faze and a
SN VR,
Lo 1’0]':.‘ Lnow.

I am =orry to find you in this
frame of mind, wy dear siste
Mary. We should always try to
b thanklal that it is as well with
ns #s what it is Remember our
gurroundings have nothing to do
with real heart happiness—"

vFiddlesticks,”” Polly ejaculat-
ed elegantly. “I'm sick of all
that cant, Mr. Slocum. It won't
ke me love God any more to
think of him as always keeping
mwe down like this.’

*‘Discipline, my
chastening rod

“*No."" Bhe brought her foot
down with a fierce little stamp,
aud flashel a fiery look dt him
from under the rim of her blue
sun bonuet. “No,”’ she repeated,
her voice low and intense. “*God
made me as [ am. He doesn't ex-

He was speaking

gister The

pect me to like this life. He knows
how distasteful it is to me 1
could be happier and better—
Pshaw. [ hateit all.
die than go on, only sometimes I
beiieve in the God you have tried
to show me and I’'m alraid of
him!"’

*And you have need to be.
Your heart is rebellious and wick
ed.”

“] don't care if it is.
has it had to be otherwise?

What

Lhove only one life—that onght to
be glad and joyous.
my three is gone—wasted—thrown
away—worse than lost. I've nev
er kuown one happy day since my

wother died, and all my life must

be spoiled—"
She stopped short.

road.

“I"'m afraid you set out with a
1 wonder

wrong view of life.

I'd rather

I'm
not an idiol, more’s the pity. We

One score of

The bucket
had fallen from her hand. Mr.
Slocum picked it np and went
along swinging it in his hand.
His eyes were bent upon the dusty

ed back into the well with a re-
freshing sound.
After all there were some sweet,
pleasant things in life. He began
to wonder vaguely if we are not to
hlame for the small pumber of
them.
Polly brought him a dripping
tin dipper of the cool water. Hi
lrank iv and thanked her grave-
i

She was turning away when Mrs.
Sims thougnt of the letter.
““Here's something for you, Pol-
ly,”" she called.
The girl turned back listlessly,
and untied her sun bonneb, and
took it off.
The preacher looked up at her
as she stood passively waiting.
He was sorry that she was so ex
quisitely pretty. No doubt her
beauty made her dissatisfied. And
still it was a pleasure to look up-
on her lovely face with its dark,
troubled grey eyes and pretty red
mouth, set about with most en-
trancing dimples. He shook his
head as his eyes took in all the
beauty of h r curly, red-brown
hair and delicate complexion that
neither wind nor sun could harm.

As he looked at her she smiled
a little. There was a flash of
white teeth, a little stir among the
dimples, and he heard her say:

“Something for me?’

And then he watched her as she
took the letter, holding it doubt
fallyin her hand while Mrs. Sims
looked on expectantly.

“Thaonk you,” DPolly said, and
went quietly ount of the room.

Mrs. Sims let her hands drop
from her hips and canght her
breath sharply. The expression
of curiosity gave place to one of
disappoiutment.

She had thought so much abon
the letter that she felt really in-
jured to have it taken away.

“*I don’t know what it can be.
She never got one before. Silas
brought that awhile age from the
Post Office. He’d gone to get the
‘Review.” It might ha' been there
ever sense last Wednesday. I

Yon will find
[Tge it for what-
Forgive me for
I wanted to be

erence to the past.
a check enclosed.
ever you require.
wiiting =0 long.

sure of mys If. Andyoun must be

sure also. If yon will promise to

give nup all of your pst and begin

anew vour life T will leave you

well provided for, not because I

consider yon deserve it, but for
yvour mother’s sake.

Your Aunt, Ruth Bascom.

““Poor Dad,”” Polly exclaimed
with a sharp sob  ‘‘He didn’t
mean to rnin my life. He loved
me, But I can think of him al-
ways. Poor, dear Dad.’

“Well, well. Aud so I was right
and you have folks after all. You
gee, Mr. Slocum, Polly don’t know
her kin.'

“*This letter, then, is an invita-
tion from an unknown relative!

“Why, yes. ThoughI always
did say that [Polly’s wmaw was
somebody.’

Polly's face had grown very
grave. She had begnn to realize
the change that was coming to
her.

“And so the Lord had not for-
gotten yon,”" the preacher said,
laoking at her.

“Polly’'s eyes illed with tears
‘It is more than I deserve,’’ she
said humbly.

She took the letter and went
away to read it all over again.

Mrs Sims went back to her
cooking in a dazed sort of way,
and Mr. Slocum resumed his slow,
stifJdrimming.

I'resenity Polly came back, her
eyes and nose were red, and she
moved about uervously and she
handled things aw kwardly.
men ciiine to the hoase and ranged
themselves on either side of the
long table. Mr.
blessing, the plates were helped
and then Mrs. Sims cleared her
throat and told the news.

Polly was going South to her

had ever seen.
Polly listened as they all talked
about i6. Two of the men had

come from the Bouth. One of them | sitting idle when it was time to
was from Virginis—the state to
which Polly was going. They had
wonderful things to tell of the fine
old homes and grand old families. { laxurious seat and looked abont |

They even knew some Bascoms | her with lazy interest.
doubted not bot these were"

The |

Slocum asked a|

e+

and

some of Polly's pepple.

parlor, Mrs. Sims and Polly begar
to clear away the dinner dishes.

I'm glad of this streak of goo:
lnck.

you.'’
a home when she was homeless.

really quite gone from her. She
overheated.
ways tired. The flies buzzed about
the kitchen and the
c¢lucked and eackled in the yard.

ing.

like this and the winter only ad-
ded to the dreary discomfort.

weary monotomy of it all seemed
to be crushing all hope, and joy
of living out of her.

A slight movement cansed the
letter in her belt to rustle softly.
Her heart gave a throb that was
almost suifocating. She was real-
ly going away! In all herlife she
had never been away [rom the
neighborhood. But once she had
lived in a pleasanter home. That
was bifore her mother died. The
dear, sad faced mother, who had
tanght her so patiently, and be-
fore she had grown old enough to
understand her mother's sorrow.
Sha never knew all of it, for her
mother had never complained.
And when Polly was only ten
vears old her mother died. Died
suddenly withont a precions last
word for her heart-broken child.
And =o the girl kunew nothing of
her mother’s early life, for iu a
few months the father died also.
Soon every one in the little fown
knew that Polly Brown, Mrps.
Sims’ help, was going away to
Virginia to live with wealthy re-
lations, And she was tormented
with questions that she could not
Answer.

“I really don’t know anything
about them,' she said to the slim-
waisted dress-maker, who was
busily showingjher fashion plates.’
Idouv’t doubt but they are weal-

thy and fashionable, and it is
quite like a romance ' Yes, this
is the waist for the traveling

dress. And youn'll need an even-
ing dress and two or three house
dresses. I'm glad I'm not busy
now. T can soon have you ready,”’
the brisk little woman said.

But getting ready was a very
tiresome process to Polly, and
she was glad when her trunk was
packed and she was saying good
bye to Mrs. Sims who wept
copiously, with her {at, red hands.

him bid her adieu.

station. Mr. Sims bought he:
ticket and sent the dispatch she
gave him.

“*Aunt Ruth ought
that I am coming,”’ she said.

“I reckin’ you'll soon forgit e
and the ole woman,”” Mr,

the train.
**Oh, no. Youn have done al
that has been tlone for me sines

time.

“Yes, its ten years.
been a good girl, but pretty muel
like a fish out of water.
fine friends don't do, you'll know
the way back.”

Aud then the train rushed in

mother's pﬁﬁiilt'. vone of whom &hEi there was a hurried gl)‘dli l'_\'l‘. and
| polly was really goune out into the

| new life.
How strange it seemed,

“] ghall miss ?ou, Polly, but
i
They are not close together
in most folkses lives, I can tell

Polly made no reply. She had
‘never learned tofeve the coarse
kindly woman who had given her

But somehow a sort.of regret
took possession of her as she
thought of the old, weary life as

sat down alter awhile, tired and
She was nearly al-

chickens
Mrs. Sims nodded over her mend-

And all the summer days were

Polly was not strong and the

Mr. Slocum had given up his
work and gone away, so she was
spared the annoyance of having

For the last time she passed
over the hot, sunny road to the

to know

alims

said as he sat by her, waiting for{she saw that the hanghty little
mother lied, and that is a lnn_Ll

You'vel

1f Your

to be

| Le gelting dinner

l

comfort she leaned back in

jor enriosity io her manner. No

The tiim, graceful little figure,
in the neat, grey traveling suit,
the lovely, high-bred face, Lhe
calm repose of manner, and the
half haughty indifference to the
people and things about her might
| have belonged toa woman of the
warld.

CHAPTER II.
The train stopped at a little
station and a beautiful butterfly
fluttered in at the open window.
Polly smiled as it poised lightly
on a parcel that rested on the
seat at her side.

Its quivering wings
and downy, fresh [rom the ugly
grey cocoon that had held it
away from the beantiful world for
so many dreary days, just as her
hard, narrow life had held her. A
tiirill of joy trembled through her
Lieart as she realized that she was
as free from the old life as the
pretty insect was from its parrow
prison.

The batterfly spread its wings
and soared gracefully throw:h
car. At last it alighted ou the
biwek of a seaf, the gorgeous. yel-
|Tow anud blaeck of itz softly mov-
Ling shining against the
dark green velvet.

A lady sitting pear the nretty
cregture her
from ler hat a
Poli» held
forw ud a

were new

the

wings,

cautionsly raisixd

hand and drew

long, slender
her
litrle.

The lady slowly

pin.
breath, bending
lifted tle pin|
above the butterfly aud then de- |
liberately thrust it through the
downy body, pinning the insect
fast ta the cnshion of the seat.
Then Polly saw her turn 8 smil-
ing face to an astonished  gentle-
man who occupied the seat with
her. Then heard her say:

It is just what I need for my
drift of buttertlies!  You remen-
ber they are across the dull blne
drapery near my new Psyche. In-
i it yon who
noticed the absence of yellow, the
finishing ecolor.”

“Yes," the man said gravely,
“bat T had not thonght of what the
bit of yellow would cost! What a
price has been paid for your drift
of bnttertlies!"’

“Yon mean—""

deed 1 believe Wis

:‘ Neither of them noticed her.

| Seraps of their conversion reached

With a little sigh of gennine|ber just as the new faces and
the | scenes did.

| The pretty girl pouted behind

{her novel. Polly regarded her

There was uo bint of excitement | just as she would have done the

| heroine of a story, wondering what

After the men were gone back to | gue would have guessed that this | sie would do next.
the wheat fields and the preacher!gwas her first jonrney abroad. :
was resting on the sofain the little

Not one moment of the journey
It was like a chap-
erin a4 new and fascinating book.
Presently the pretty girl came
to Polly.
I have noticed that you are
quite alone. Don't you find it

)
| was Ledious.
|
|
|

tiresome?’’ she asked, smiling
down brightly.

“Not at all, thank you,” Polly
said, taking the bundle out of the
sent with a little gesture of invi-
tation.

“Then wcu
si with yeu!”

-] should be very glad to have
vou. I only meant that I am vot
tired of the journey I have been

don’t want me to

wonderi g why so many of the
passengers  complain. It is a
habir, don’t you think sot™

“In many instances, yes. You
live the other habit—that of ex-
traciing pleasure [rom every-

thing.'

“:It is hardly a habit I think.
Bisides, it doesn’'t Tollow that be-
cause I am pleased with this [
find pleasure in

The pretty girl laughed merrily.
I quite thought you a
philosopher, you know, you are
s0 serene and comfortable under
what most people consider frying
virenmstances. The mpst amiable
peopie are cross after several days

“T see,

[on the cars!”™

“Notif traveling is a novel ex-
pericnce,’”” Polly said.

<), well, it’s too much bother.
One feels better in a good humor.
Polly smiled and listened as
she  chatred Her voice was
sweet, and she spoke in a pretty
¢hildish way, that was very charm-
ing. She was an inhabitaat of the
brizht world that Polly longed to
The world of caiture and
refinement. And she was going
into it. wonld know such
people—they would be her friends
— it er companions.  What the
actaul enviroments would be sh

did not know. The daily life, the
small details mattered so fttle

Bat she began to think of these
as the jomrney came nearer.

It was not antil it was actually
ended and stood waiting for some-
ope to ¢laim her that a new un-
easiness—a sort of nervous fear
seized her.

What would these new people

o1l.

know.

She

“[ mean the slauchter of the
innocents,” he said, as she hesi-
‘ﬂft'll-

She langhed lightly.
“You pride yourself on your
well-filled game bag! Fie, Dr.

Berkly!"

‘At least we can eat the things
[ kill, aud T kill them outright.
See how that little thing suffers!™

He drew from his pocket 2
small glass and the lady looked at
the butterfly through it. Her
dark face paled, and she turned
her eyes away.

The man drew the eruel pin
from the simall bady, and taking
the butterfly on his hand held it
out of the window.

“We'll get the *dash of yellow’
in he said,
qnietly, and then the grave look
vanished from his face and Polly

some other way,”’

suw thet he was very handsome,
very young

though no longer a
wan.

The lady beside him was a tin}
dark and

brunette, and

beautiful.

bright

Somehow Polly felt glad when

| beauty who was still pouting over|

I the lyss of her ‘dash of vellow.’
| had 0o power to siir the great,
tender heart
the man's happy blue eyes.

that

shone through

There came to her a feeling that

think of her? She remembered
now that the letter had not been
a cordial one. It had been to her
a means of eseape. And she had
heen too glad to take advantage of

it to notice the narrowness of the
way.
She felt very humble and

ashamed and very much alone as{
she waited. And then some one
called her name, and she saw an
old negro man, bowing to her.

[TO BE CONTINUED. |

Uses of Salt.

The pumber of things besides
seasoning for which cowmon salt
can be used is astonishing.

Salt and water makes a good
gargle for a sore throat and an
gmetic in cases of poisoning.

It is a **mordant’” for many col-
ors especially black, and shounld
black dress
to keep

be used in washing
cnods, ete.,
from fadding.

There is no better skin stimulant
than a brisk rubbing with salt and
waler.

Wet salt applied to a bee sting
will quiekly give relief.

Soap, starch and salt, should be
rubbed into of mildew on
cloth, which ean then be restored
by placiog in the sun for an hour
or two.

Salt is a splendid polisher for

stockings,

.-giln'[".:

.

i | the had not always

eyes

There were lines in his fair Lwe

that must have been left by suffer-
and the quiet|steel.

ing and sorzow,

of sorrow and have mounted the
Lill on the other side.
+

been

shadowless as she saw them now.

lizht was such as comes to those|
who have gone through the valley |

| bra=s<, mixed with vinegar itis a
| fine puolice for micastove w indows:
or cream of tartar it

rust {rom irom or

lemon
remove

with
| wi

It wids other solvents, snch as
bhez ne, ammonia or aleohol, 1a re-
poving groge spots, amd gives a
‘| briliant wiite light if a little is
dizsolved in the kerosene.
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HENRY B. PURL,

Ve WISV,

SAVING NATURAL TEETH A BPECI-
ALTY. OFFICE OVER NORMAL
BOOK STORE.

KIRKSVILLE, MISSOURI.

JOHN W. TURNER, 1. D.
Physician and Surgeon,

Thirty years experlence in Private and Hospital

practice.

OFFICE Over Union Bank, Careful and promp
atzntion given to all professional business,

TELEPHONE NO. 20. KIRKSVILLE. MO

A. P. WILLARD,
Physician and Surgeon,

Continu¥s the practice in all the branches cf tha
profession.  Treatment ¢f Chronic diseases sud in=
juries 4 specialty bv the ald of Electro-magnetism.
OFFICE—North side of public square; bours g to s
am;atosp. m: residence one biock south om
Frankiin No. o1

DR G, A. GOBEN DR. G. H. NicHoL

DRS. GOBEN & NICHOLS
Paysicians and Surgeons

Office Second Floor Goben Bullding

0. W. AvVERY

LECTIC PHYSICIAN

He will give special attention to the treatment o
chromic diseases. Office in rear of Union bank
Office hours S cam o 1zwand1pmia g j0p @

e
Siu

W. C. CARTER, D. D. S.,
—SUCCESSOR TO—
DR. J. H. CARTER
OFFICE UP STAIRS SOUTH SIDE.
KIRKSVILLE, MO.

CHARLES H. LEE,
DEALER 1IN

AND : GRANITE
MONUMENTS

All Windsof Cemetcry work, Opposite Masonic
Hall, Kirksville, Mo,

MARBLE

f. C. STORM,
Notary Publlc

A LLEVAN
STORM & EVANS

KRTTORNEYS KT LKW

KIRKSVILLE MISSOURL.

Office First International bank bullding.

K. R. DUNKIN, LL. B.,

Krtorney at Laxsr,
Notary Public

Office over Union bank, Kirksville. Missoul

P. F. GREENWO0OD,

ATTORDEY AT LATL

KIRKSVILLE MO.

Office np staire in [vie Blocw.

E. S. QUINN,
Physician and Surgeon.
KIRKSVILLE, MO.

OFFICE WITH DR. AVERY REAR OF
UNION BANK.

A. DONEGHY,
ATTORNEY=AT-LAW
KIRKSVILLE, MO.

OFFICE ON EAST SIDE OVER COLE'S
HARDWARE BTORE.

M. MACHIN, M. D.
Diplomate in Osteopathy
I8 PERMANENTLY LOCATED AT
KEOKUK, IOWA

HAS BEEN IN ACTIVE PRAC-
TIZE FOR OVER THREE YE\RS.

—TREATS—
OSTEOPATHICALLY
AND
MEDICINALLY
ALL CASES,

Parties not treated by the moath or week.

Charges $1.00 per taeatment. Good lady assist-
tant gives close personal attention to all lady pa
ents.

M. MACHIN, M. D,
129 North Ninth St. Keokuk, Io.

THE ENDOPATH INSTITUTE
—_——

DR. FULKERSON,
MANAGER AND OPERATOR.
——

TREATMENT IN HARMONY WITH
THE LAWSH OF NATURE. CUR1s
WITHOUT THE ABRISTANCE

OF DRUGH.
The effect of a drug administered withnot aimine-
| jtering the drug. itself. Office and part n» owes

| prsiofBce, rooms s and ¢ Hours: Genli-mes 4m
m. o 1m Jles and Children, from o as
Visits by special appointment g tu 3 p. m .
DE. VANSICKLE
3 IS A GOOD
OPTICIAN.
WITH THOMAS JEWELRY HouUBE

KIRKSVILLE, Mo,




